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~The mofl Lament AbteTragedie 

Enter Benuolio. 

'Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, bvzuc Mercutio is dead. 

That gallant fpirit hath afpir’d the Cloudes, 

W-'ich too vntimely here did lcorne the earth. 

Ro. This dayes blacke fate, on moc dayes doth depend. 

This but begins, the woe others muft end. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tibalt backeagaine. 

Ro. He gon in triumph and Mercutio flame. 

Away to heauen refpediue lenitie. 

And fire and furie, be my condudf now. 

Now Tib alt take the villaine back aga'.ne, 

That late thou gaueft me, for Mercutio' s foule 
Is buc a little way aboue our heads. 

Staying for thine to keepc him companie : 

Either thou t$r I, or both, mull goe with him. 

Ti. Thou wretched boy that didft confort him here, 

Shah with him hence. 

Ro. This (hall determine that. 

They fight. Tibalt falls. 

Ben. Romeo, away, be gone : 

The Citizen^ are vp, and Tibalt flaine, 

Stand not amazed, the Prince will doome thee death. 

If thou art taken, hence begone, away. 

Ro. O, I am forcuncs fcole. 
i,». Why dolt tho,i%? 

Enter Citizens. 

fiti. Which way ran he that kilcl M ercutio ■ 

Tibalt, that murtherer, which way ran he ? 

Bents. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Ctti. Vp, fir, goe with mei 
I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter prince, old Mouptague,Capul€r 8 
their vines ifofha/l. 

Brin. Where arc the vile bggfrmers of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I canjdifcouerall: 

The vnluckie mannage ofthi^fatall brail, -fherf 
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There lyes the man flaine by young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfman, braue Mercutio. 

Cafu.Wi. Tibalt, my Cozin, O my brothers child,] 

O Prince, O Cozin, husband, O the bloud is fpild . 

Of my deare kinfman. Prince, as thou art true, 

For bloud of ours,flicad bloud of CMontagsee. 

O Cozin, Cozin. 

Prtn. Benuolio , who began this bloudy fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here flaine, whom Romeo's hand did flay, 
Rpmeo that fpoke him fatre,bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was, and vrg’d withall 
Your high difpleafure all this vttered. 

With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
Ot Tibalt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With peiicmg fleele at bold Mercutio' s breaft. 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a Martiall lcorne, with one handbeates 
Cold death afide, and with the other fends 
It back to Tibalt, whole dexteritie 
Retorts it, Romeo he cryes aloud. 

Hold friends, friends part, and fwifter then his tongue. 
His agill arme beates downe their fatall points. 

And twixt them rufhes, vnderneath whofe atme. 

An enuious thruft from Tibalt, hit the life 
Of flout UMercutto, and then Tibalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertayn’d rcuenge, ' 

And too’t they goe like lightning, for ere I 

Could draw to part them, was flout Tibalt flaitie ; . ' 
And as he fell, did Romeo turne and flie. 

This is the truth, or let Benuolio die. 
a * s 3 k'nfman to the Mount a quo. 

Affection makes him faife,he fpeakes not true : 

Some twentie of them fought in this blacke ftrife. 

Ami all thole twentie could but kill one life, 
beg for luflice, which thou. Prince, mull giue : 
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